A CURE FOR VARICOSE VEINS

Shahari vassal of his brought it along. I looked at the
Shahari and wondered whether or not it was his 'ewe
lamb': it probably was. The neighbourhood came to the
feast, which was followed by the usual haydanadon chant-
ing, though I gathered that heroic verses are often ren-
dered in the Mahri tongue, as opposed to the love ditties of
the mountains which are chanted in Shahari. 'Abdullah,
the poet, did the improvising - a friendly garrulous in-
dividual from whom I was soon to hear a tale of woes.

'Have you medicine for this ?' he asked, calling attention
to one of his legs, abnormally swollen. It was little good
my protesting that I was no doctor, for there was a pitiful
predisposition among the sufferers to believe in my powers.

'How long has it been like that ?'

'Three years,' said 'Abdullah. clt does not trouble me
when I rest, but when I run it swells and gives pain. And
the blood of the sheep has not availed.'

For human sickness these tribes sacrifice a cow or a sheep,
and sprinkle its blood over the patient's shoulders and
breasts when the sun is high* The animal must be female,
a sex distinction not observed at the death sacrifice.

"What is that mark ?' and I pointed to a scar over a bunch
of the varicose veins from which he clearly suffered.

'The cautery!' he said (the hot iron is a universal
medicine throughout these parts), 'but it did no good.
Have you no medicine, Sahib? W'allahi! I have no son,
but if I were offered cure of my leg or a son, Wallahtl I
would choose a whole leg.'

His friends looked at him incredulously.

'I know naught for it but a surgeon's knife, and that
means a visit to Aden or Muscat,' I said.

To 'Abdullah, a wild man of the mountains, Aden and
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